CHAPTER 213 


November 26, 2011 


“You want to... Hold on, | was under the impression that we were coming here to 
play Time Crisis.” 


Yu had extended the invitation to Justin that evening to join him down at the arcade 
at Junes, a rather out of the blue invention to say the least, but by no means 
unacceptable. After all, Justin was a guy, and that meant he enjoyed video games 
just as much as anyone else: especially the kind with shooting involved. Why? Who 
knows? It was like a testosterone thing he supposed, getting glee out of just 
watching a man’s had explode into gory bloody bits just because of hormones. 
Kinda like watching football he supposed, though he himself never got the appeal of 
watching a bunch of people tossing a ball around. Give everyone a gun and have 
everyone shoot each other for possession of the ball and then Justin might see it 
appealing, but as it stood he’d stick with the video games. Still, that said, it was just 
nice seeing Yu out and about. He still visited Nanako every day, but now that she 
was awake, well, his sense of hope had been renewed that she would pull through 
this. She had made so much progress already that he was positive she’d be alright 
soon. And that meant he didn’t need to be by her bedside every hour of every day 
trying to convince himself she’d be alright: he could live life without grief or regret 
once again. 


And that started right here, right now, with a pocket full of change and the intent on 
making himself look like an ass in front of whoever just happened to be in the 
arcade at the time. The question did arise why exactly Yu wanted to do this with 
Justin of all people, though Justin supposed that was partially because he would 
totally be on board with this. Still, it was entirely possible people would get funny 
ideas about all of this, but then, Justin was never one to care what people thought 
about him in the first place. If anyone asked, Yu and him had a bromance. It wasn’t 
totally untrue he supposed, Yu was one of the few friends of Justin’s that was a guy 
he felt he could actually relate with. | mean, yeah, Kanji and him were a lot alike, 
but he just said so much stupid shit that Justin felt it hard for there to be any real 
connection there. Yu, it was like they were bound by both being the new kid; and 
not only that, they went through a lot of shit together, and yet they never once split 
apart... Okay, beside that thing with Naoto, but they made amends. | guess Yu was 
just proof to Justin that guys could actually be good people: something that should 
have been obvious, though something Justin had never truly experienced in his life. 


“Maybe later, but for now.” Yu remarked with a sly grin as he spun a token around 
on the tip of his finger the way one would a basketball. It was a lot harder to do that 
with something small like a coin than one would think. It only took a split second 
before he pushed the coin into the slot, or at least the slot that was on Justin’s side. 


He could have obviously just walked over to the other side and practically told Yu to 
fuck off pushing him into this involuntarily, but there was two problems with that. 
One, he actually didn’t mind; second of all, he would be a huge hypocrite given that 
he had pretty much done the exact same thing to Chie at one point. | mean, she did 
need to lighten up and have a little bit of fun, and | think in the long run it helped 
with her self-esteem to have been forced into it, but... He probably could have 
timed it so that they did it when she didn’t have a broken rib. He kind of felt bad in 
retrospect, partially because that tumble couldn’t have helped at all with the rib and 
all. | mean yeah, it had recovered by that point, but it was still pretty sore for her. “I 
think it’s time for some Robot Rock.” 


“I’m pretty sure they don’t have Queens of the Stone Age on these things.” Justin 
remarked with a combination of sarcasm and confusion. In truth, it wasn’t as stupid 
as Justin made it sound, but god knows that only people that actually followed the 
band would get the joke, and somehow he doubted that Yu was into Stoner Rock. 
Now if this remark had been extended to Naoto in recent days, perhaps Justin might 
have gotten somewhere, but as it stood it was just an obscure joke that went 
completely over poor Narukami’s head. He raised his eyebrow with confusion, a 
brief silence filling the air, save the sound of music booming from the Dance Dance 
Revolution machine. 


“...What?” 


“...Oh uh... W-well Josh doesn’t like that his music gets labeled as Stoner Rock so 
he- You know what nevermind, bad joke.” Justin shook his head a bit. Sometimes 
you think you’re being really witty but then you remember your target audience has 
no fucking idea what you’re talking about and you just look like a huge asshole. This 
was one of those moments. Justin just shrugged after a moment before jumping up 
on his respective dance pad, leaning back on the safety rail behind him while he 
waited for Yu to do his business. Yu was still frozen in place for a moment with great 
confusion, which did nothing for the awkward atmosphere for the record. He just 
eventually shrugged it off after a while before throwing some coins into his side of 
the machine and jumping up on his gamepad. Have | ever mentioned how much of 
a pain in the ass it is to navigate a menu with your feet? Because it’s annoying. It 
was a wonder there were people out there that could play entire games with just 
their feet... 


Oh you think I’m joking? No, I’ve never been more serious in my life. There are 
people that played through all of Super Mario 64 using just their feet. Beside the 
point, but there you go: there’s your fun fact of the day. Yu fidgeted about with his 
dance pad for a while, trying to find a song he knew was on the machine, but was 
having a hard time really finding. | guess it was partially because he wasn’t sure 
whether he should be looking for the name of the song or for the name of the artist, 
or if these were even ordered alphabetically in any capacity. Sure as hell didn’t 
seem like it. It took a minute, but he eventually found what he was looking for. 


“Ohhhhhhh, Daft Punk. Right. I’m stupid.” Justin muttered to himself as he pushed 
himself away from the railing and into a ready position. He may have needed to lay 
off the QOTSA for a while if his brain was starting to get this rotted away from it. 


He clasped his hands together, rubbing them up in that stereotypical ‘let’s do this’ 
kind of mannerism as they both stepped into position, waiting for the countdown to 
trigger. Despite being on the hardest difficulty each, and despite both being white 
guys that didn’t know how to dance (depending of course on whether or not one 
would consider Yu as being white; but he was pretty much as close to be Caucasian 
as he was going to get from Asian descent) they did a surprisingly good job of 
keeping the tempo. Hell they even threw a couple of claps in there every couple of 
beats. The game obviously didn’t track that stuff, but it just felt so right. The two 
stepped in complete synchronization for a while, even if they were much too 
focused on the screens in front of them to really notice. At least, they had been, but 
even though this kind of game required a lot of concentration and paying attention 
to the rhythm, Yu felt now would be a great time to have a one on one 
conversation. 


“Hey Justin? | just wanted to say thanks... for everything.” Yu spoke up over short 
breaths as he tried to keep his legs moving in time to the increasingly fast arrows 
speeding up the screen. Justin, having been concentrating really hard on the game, 
had to take a moment to really process what Yu was saying over the loud boom of 
techno, and even when he did he was pretty damn confused. He couldn’t recall 
anything in recent memory he had done to warrant any thanks; but | think that was 
why it required such thanks in the first place. Justin wasn’t going out of his way to 
be a good guy, he just was; and that spoke a lot louder to Yu than someone just 
pretending to be nice for a few hours in his life. He wasn’t saying the others had 
been faking being nice by any means, and he in fact intended to thank them as well 
at some point, but for the moment being, Justin and him were here. And since Justin 
generally gave Yu the most crap about wallowing around in his guilt, Yu supposed 
he was the most thankworthy of the bunch. 


“Uh... Whatever it is | did, you’re welcome. | think.” Justin remarked semi- 
sarcastically. It could have just been that his memory didn’t work so well when he 
was being assaulted by a wide mass of sensatory attacks, music and flashing lights 
and the such, but all the same he legitimately wasn’t sure what Yu was thanking 
him for. In that regard he wasn’t even sure he should say you’re welcome, but he 
figure it would be ruder too just ignore Yu or to remain silent on the issue: at least 
you’re welcome acknowledged that you were grateful for the thanks you received, 
whether or not you were sure what you did to earn it or not. Yu just smiled and 
chuckled a bit, eyes dropping to his feet for just a brief moment to make sure he 
wasn't losing his footing as he tapped away at the four buttons across the floor. 


“For being there for me at the hospital.” Yu clarified over his chuckle. Justin only 
made a slight ‘ah’ sound of acknowledgement and understanding, eyes still never 


darting from the screen. Honestly, this was the worst time Yu could have possibly 
picked to have this conversation... but then, Justin wasn’t in any position to ignore 
Yu and walk off should he found this conversation less than satisfactory. Not that 
Justin was one to walk away from lavish praise, even if he didn’t much care for it, 
but knowing Justin, one foul move and he’d storm off. Yu didn’t really plan to take 
that risk. Plus he really liked DDR. There was no down-side to his clever little plan. 
Except for the fact that it wasn’t really a plan so much as it was ‘let’s play DDR, and 
then we can talk or something. “You were right, | was just in too much of a slump to 
see it. Nanako’s going to be just fine, | just need to have faith in her. But rotting 
away in that hospital room wasn’t doing anyone any good. | get that now.” 


“Well, glad to see everything worked out for you.” Justin remarked, slightly 
disinterested. He was happy to see Yu got over that, but he had more or less 
assumed he would eventually anyway, so this wasn’t like a major plot-twist or 
anything. Besides, when Justin really got into his video games, it was pretty difficult 
to distract him. The only one who had that honor thus far was Chie, and that was 
partially because she liked to punch him when he got a little too out of line or if he 
was kicking her ass too much. Punches weren’t exactly easy to ignore after all, 
especially not HER punches. She punched like a bitch... Oh uh... Well, not like that. | 
mean it just hurt a lot. The talking cut out for what was a good five or ten seconds 
though it felt like forever with the music still flowing from the speakers in front of 
them like a sweet three part harmony. A three part harmony of robots playing 
techno that is. 


“| know I’ve been kind of an asshole because of it... For what it’s worth, I’m really 
sorry about Maya’s birthday. | would have made it but... You know.” Yu sighed a bit, 
his grin slowly fading away. It had kind of been eating away at him with guilt, and 
the mere mention of the topic had killed all the joy he had been finding in the game 
of DDR they were playing. Justin didn’t stutter in his movements, though he most 
certainly did in his mind. It was a strange topic to have suddenly be brought up, and 
he could tell from Yu’s tone of voice that it was a heavy burden on him. He looked 
away from the screen for only a brief second to look at Yu. He had more or less 
committed the dance pattern to muscle memory by this point, so he could distract 
himself slightly from the screen and still keep up with the game. Yu wasn’t smiling, 
and in fact, was hanging his head slightly in shame. He made a promise to Justin 
that he would be there, and he wasn’t. He let Maya down. 


“...You don’t need to apologize to me. If anyone you should apologize to Maya.” 
Justin remarked. It was hard to just let go of Yu missing such an important day just 
because he felt a little sad, so he wasn’t letting him ENTIRELY off the hook. That 
said, while Yu’s forgiveness laid entirely in Maya’s hand it was worth mentioning 
that Justin himself had no qualms with Yu on the matter at this point. Perhaps a 
little disappointed, but he wasn’t angry about it or anything like that. It didn’t effect 
his perception of Yu or anything like that; and hey. There was always next year. 
“Don’t sweat it. | know you would have been there if you could.” 


“.. hanks man.” 


“No problem, now if you don’t mind, I’d rather not fall on my ass again.” 


